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Get a Plan, a Purpose in Life

Hold Your Head Up, and Your Back Straight. Choose Your | |
Direction—Go Forward—AND YOU WILL WIN. ||

The world is half filled with drifters, and the picture on
this page shows one.

This is the unpleasant type of drifting man — hands in
pockets, hat pulled down in front, aimlessly wandering.

But drifters are not all of this type. Ycumynndthm[
well dressed, pockets lined with inherited money, wondering
waat they can do that would be worth while.

You may find them going through some routine of
work, quite satisfactorily, but, as they work, DRIFTING
THROUGH LIFE. They have no plan, no thought as to how
to make their work better, how to make life worth while.

Mr. Dorgan, the artist whose pictures are signed
““TAD,"” preaches a good lesson, to young men especially, in |
this picture. Faintly outlined in the clouds above this
drifter whose destination is unknown, are shown the sol-
diers, marching with a purpose clear in mind, and to a duty
worth while,

What makes the power and success of an army?
FIXED PURPOSE.

To & weak, vacillating general you may give soldiers,
but he will bring you no victory.

To an officer of strong will and good brain yon give a
small army, and he returns victorious. Alexander the Great
took his thirty thousand Greeks against half a million Per-
sians, and went through them like a sharp knife through a
plece of cheese.

He knew exactly WHAT he was after—conquest of the
world in the end, and the conquest of Persia at that par-
ticular time.

He went on, never stopping, conquering until he died.

Any man would be horrified if told that the Presi-
dent was an army to Europe without any particu-
to what the army was to do, where it was to go,

to strike.

say is, “'I never had any PLUCK." It
supplies the “‘p'’ to “‘luck’’ that arrives.

Taxation Should Not Discourage
Business Genius

Destination Unknown

\)\—a

In the clounds, above the head of this aimless wanderer,

you see PURPOSE GUIDED BY PREPARATION.
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the figure on the ground ‘*Tad’’ has pietured many a man

wandering aimlessly through life.

(See editorial.)

Heavy Tax on Big Incomes—Right.
Heaviest Tax on Ammunition War Profits—RIGHT.
No Tax to Discourage Constructive Business Genius.

This iz the day of taxation—and the ofa
- S g beginning long
The mind of the statesman looks around, asks ‘“Where
is thers money?’’ reaches out to get it.
M&ODY must pay the bill of war.
The billions must come from some source.

But be careful, statesmen, paying for war, not to tear
down that which would be most valuable in repairing the
wWar's d"nil'

Don’t pile your taxes on the backs of the poor—the old-
fashioned way. And do not, with reckless increased tax on
tl'.l'ip]:kf)nr and discourage business genius.

Put the heavy taxes on great incomes by all means.

If & man has ten times what he needs he can well afford
to sacrifice part of the INCOME, and a big part, to help the |
Government without which he couldn’t keep a dollar from

man, demanding it from him,

Tax war profits, the ammunition makers, and tax them

beavily.
them there is no genius, nothing that will be useful

bereafter, nothing but new, huge, shameful profits, based
upon the nation’s necessity.

If a man is making millions from weapons for murder,
put & murdérous tax on his profits—turn about is fair play.

Eighty per cent would not be too much to ¢
ninety per cent, if it didn't entirely cut off the supply.

But don’t tax useful, enterprising business brains, to the
extent of crippling them, making it not worth while ?
medo,glilsgbm‘mrk o)

If a company makes millions where it made thousands,

w‘rmem an extortionate price for copper or
far the extortionate price, and take a big slice
of t-h;fmﬁoute profit.

men that ‘‘own'’ the coal or the oil that lies in th
that they never created, and char, extortion.n:
cut down their rates, and divide their profits with

But be careful how you discourage that form of wealth
is the UNUSUALLY ACTIVE BRAIN, the thinking |
the power to make something out of :

't discourage in any way the soldier fighting for you

fleld.

not discourage with reckless taxation on profits th

genius whose d hwﬂlbetobﬂdnpmnpu;
i

wasts when the war is over.
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Elizabeth Jordan Writes on the Brave Man at the Dentist’s

A Place Where Strong, Upstanding Men Take Their Wives With Them—The Wife's Peculiar
Expression—Sympathy? Of Course. Amusement? Well, Yes—Contentment? Why, Hardly Ever.

By Elizabeth Jordan.

“‘- .TO UR  sppointment,”
says the young lady
at the desk, “is for 10

o'clock.” “Yes,” you agree. "'A.nd

it's quarter past 10 now. "I e

been waiting fifteen minutes.

You try to speak reproachfully,
but you're mot in & hurry, really.

Indeed, you are ready to wait all

ing.

mog' f:m::e is that of a dentist
who does nothing but “extract,”
and who makes a specialty of dif-
ficult and unusual operations.
Most of his patients, in the wait-
ing room, clasp X-ray photographs
to their breasts. At inur‘vah
they look st these. Between times
they lock &t one another. No
one ia in 8 hurry.

And They Compare Symptoms
and Each Is Sure His

Is Worst.

“You're next,” the operator tells

’m';'ou smile. That is, you hope
you do. The patient before you
has just gone in. He is a fine,
big, upstanding man, six feet one
or two, but he has brought his
wife with him, to see him through
the ordeal

In the wife's eyes lies = strange
expression—a look of sympathy
mingled with amusement. Also,
is it possible—can there be a—
certain—contentment? No, no.
0Of eourse not!

She goes with him to the
threshold of the operating room
and then stops. So does he.

“You may go in with him if you
wish,” the girl at the desk says,
kindly. And the pair disappear.

The patienta still awaiting their
turn restlessly shuffle their feet
and look again st their X-ray pho-
tograghs. Two of them compare

photographs.
that the other’s case is much more
serious than his own.

Not a sound comes from the op-
ersting room. That, at least, is
reassuring.

You Think You'll Omit Gas,

But a Few Grave Words

Change Your Mind.

The man and his wife emerge
They have not been gone ten
minutes. The man looks physically
relieved but mentally injured. His
wife leads him into & small alcove,
and for a time runs back and
forth with towels and glasses of
water. She does look contented
now. There's no doubt about it.

"Go right in,” the girl at the
desk tells you.

You go. You have made a Teso-
lution—a strong one—but it erum-
bles before the expression of the
waiting surgeon.

“Doctor,” you say, briskly, “I
don't think Il take gas. That's
the only part of the operation I
dread. So let's get along without
ft.”

The doctor motions vou into the
chair.

“Why are you so anxious to he
hurt?” he asks, placidly.

“I'm not anxious to be hurt,”
you admit. “But when anything is
being done to me I like to be
among those present.”

The doctor has tilted back your
head #nd thrust his finger into
your_mouth. His expression has

changed.

Visions of Dying, Helpless,
Curtailed by the News
That It's Out.

“You'll be among those present,

Each is convinced ! without gas. What's your ohjee-

tion to gas?”

You try to answer. Instead, you
bite his thumb, which he has
neglected to take out of your
mouth. His expression remains
calm and scientific. He is probing
the tooth.

“H-m-m,"” he murmurs, “we're
going to have some trouble with
this fellow." He grasps an instru-
ment. “What do you think about
the war?” he adds, casually.

You endeavor to tell him. That
question always starts you off.
But again your teeth hit a finger.
You decide that he is a man whe
is careless about fingers. He
seems to think so, too, for he re-
moves his fingers at this point and
regards you coldly.

“We'll all be a lot happier if you

will take gas,” he says firmly. |

Sit back, please.”

The mouthpiece is ndjusted.
You have grave doubts as to your
share of the promised happiness,
but in response to his command
you draw a deep breath. At your
left & nurse in a very fresh white
dress regards you without sym-
pathy.

You wish you werp zomewhere
rln.. This is an abominable place
to waste fifteen minutes in, you
decide, as you draw the second
breath. By this time you are very
anxious indeed to draw breaths
in your old, simple, care-free way;
but it ean't be done.

You are now drawing breaths
with considerable difficulty—with
such grest difficulty, indeed, that
you are sure something is going
wrong. You remember sad in-
stances of human beings dying
under gas. Probably they feilt

all right,” he mutters, “if you try | just this way as they were going.

to have this wisdom tooth out

¢

Yes, something i3 wrong. You

feel that the surgeon ought to
know it—he shall—know—it—
And You Meet New Victim
Whoe Must Have Wife
to Hold His Hand.

“That's all right,” says the sur-
geon's pleasant wvoice. It is an-
extremely pleasant woice. You
had mnever noticed before how
pleasant it is. You also notice that
he has a pleasant smile. The nurse,
too, is looking almost human,

“Is it out?" you gasp.

“Yes."

You riee. You feel a little giddy,
but yvour manner is calm. It is
also dignified—as dignified as a
manner can be when one is being
fervently urged by two other per-
sons to rinse one’s mouth again.

You exchange farewells with the
surgeon, They are chearful—al-
most gay. You are glad you came,
and glad—very glad—that you are
going away at once.

In the waiting room the young
thing at the desk takes your
money and smiles at you sunnily.
Then she turns to a waiting cou-
ple near her,

“You may go in now," she tells
the man. “Yes—oh, yes—your
wife may go in with you, if you
wish."

Behind the backs of the pair
moving reluctantly toward the
threshold of the operating room,
she and you exchange & knowing
smile. You didn't have to have any-
one go in with you and hold your
hand! It's queer how helpless some
men are!

From the inner room you hear
the doctor's voice.

“We'll all be happisr if you take
gan Sit back. That's right.
Now—iraw a d-e-e-p breath.™
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of street car passengers increases,

1 The ability of its commis-
ic utilities must be taken into
ration henceforth in answering that question.

This Is a Very Nice Letter

And We Have Received Many in the Same Tone. - BUT—

Eé

E

accept our
fact that we tumn a famous quotation down.

to their good opinion we shall AO!I%“M
whether we really deserve it or

Here is the sample letter:
Washington, D. C.,
September 7, 1917.
Dear Times:

Don't you pay any atten- 1
tion to “A Once Reader and
Subscriber.” Your paper is
great NOW. t

Your City

i

to the at

r,..,"""::m,
enst Editorial lndm
Washington populace,

z::m.-ndfwthwnd-r-

ful articles which you print.

Once-Overs

Caor e In Mews Berrioe—
YOU FOOL NO ONE BUT YOURSELF,

Because you do not like the minister is no resson why you should
not attand church. =

You tell your friends that this is the reason why you do not go 1o
chureh. =
You even try to make yourself think this is the reason.

Deep in your heart you know this is not true; for if had the
nﬁht sort of fesling for your church you would not it the indi-
viduality of the preacher to keep you away from worship.

As & matter of fact, mbuklngformmumun‘.m,-
,wnin.tlumuph thing you can think of—"don't like the
nhm.f.

Be honest for once. It bares you to sit still.




